THE SECOND ACT

HAPPY and rather pleased with herself, Madame
returned to her dressing-room. In her wake followed
Slickum, carrying two bottles of champagne which she had
commandeered from Sasha's Press reception and which were
designed to serve some special purpose. The champagne
was part of a plot she had worked out to make Don Jose,
that stiff young American, function during their important
love duet in the second act. The first act had been hers, so
far. She had been in perfect voice and shape, she had pum-
melled her wooden-limbed partner around the -stage and
she had saved the situation when that rope had been missing.
She had been very generous and taken him in front, giving him
a share ot'the applause that was, of course, meant for her alone*
She had found Wooliie standing in the wings, had winked at
her, patted her cheeks and whispered to her: " I'll make him
a success, trust me." She was certain she could make him
act and put a few sparks of life into his performance.

Slickum put the two bottles of champagne into her wash-
basin and left the cold water running to keep them cooL
She gave him a five-dollar tip; she always overtipped coloured
people because they had such nice teeth. Then, humming
happily, she changed quickly into her dance costume for the
second act, rustling with all her silken ruffles and liking her-
self very well in it.

"Who's there?" she sang out when there was a knock at
the door. It opened timidly and admitted Don Jose. "You
sent for me, Madame?" he said, without entering. "Come
in, come in," she said, "I want to talk to you."

Reluctantly he stepped into the feminine chaos of the
room, trying not to notice all the lingerie, stockings, brassieres
and other intimate paraphernalia of Madame's toilette
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